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POSSESSION 


Choruses of the dead come to me as I sleep, they speak 
and I hear them 


Spectral loves, heavenly loves, solar spirits, angels 
moving, mingling, intertwining, separating 


I hear them and I rise from sleep, no longer in my bed 
but ina place of darkness nonetheless 


And the fallen move around me in their dance together, 
turning in their morris of darkness 


But how did I come here? By what door did I have 
entrance? 


II 


The room was darkened, shadows cut across the bed and 
dresser and the chair, and at the corner of the blinds 
there was a mitered crease of light 


We were among the shadows on the bed, we lay there 
quietly together 


And she had fallen into a dream, although not totally 
asleep, on her face the slightest smile, a rapt and 
attentive expression, she was possessed by what I 
could not know 


Though I could sense the stir of half-lit consciousness 
as yet not sunk too far from where it played across 
her face, across closed eyes 

Like still dark water that betrays not one trace of the 
movement deep beneath which yet you know is 
there 


In the shifting of an arm or leg, in the tremor of an 
eyelid, in the briefest shade of mood across her 
brow 

I felt the trace of quick intelligence and intricate desire, 
the opening and turning of some movement 
harbored there 

My breath did not cloud the glass of her skin, I left no 
fingerprint 

But my whole body listened, I was an open ear placed to 
the thin reverberating wall which was her form 


Ill 


This moment, now so full of light, flows, it is a wave 
An impetuous energy burning us together -- 


We are apart from all without -- 

Day incandescent at the window 

The million atoms of sunlight 

Showering abundant radiance through burning space 


without measure 


But that is all outside, for here there is 
just our involving space 


Creating stillness turning on the drifting point of rapt 
Attention 


To one face, to this one Other 


In this augmented peace 
Deepening to an inward and burgeoning excitement -- 


Knotted and unknotted -- 


And opening at last 
its petals of white foam 


Its oracles of light in the hearkening ear -- 


Time dissolves, 
is just a breath 
between our lips -- 


Our bodies borne and turning 
on the moment's crest 


Burning through this transfixed hour 
On the becalmed incandescence 
the light contained within these walls 


Within our now discovered bodies 
Naked and ardent in their own true fire 


In the turning of a moment 
We have turned to face each other 


to serve one deep intent 


But desire being infinite 
we have to turn again 


In this space left here, however, 
When we lie at rest, adrift in a temporary peace 


I cannot help but wonder at your beauty 
So, baffled, and obscurely moved by this — 
For better or for worse 


I start to speak again 


You listen as I speak into the dust mote teaming light 


IV 


The summer evening burning down, the field darkening to 
sunset 
The grass a luminous orange-rust in slanting light 


I stood by the twisted barbed wire fence 
And watched the sun burning itself out 
And felt the advancing quiet 

That gradually became the sounds of night 


I heard the birds from the edge of the nearly dark wood 
And in the field-side marsh the bull frogs thrummed 
With a sound like rubber bands 


Every now and then a light breeze blew and tapped 
the leaves 
I thought of other summers, of a line 
Of summers reaching forward, another reaching back 
From where I stood, meditating 
Playing with the images of time 
Some way off, the brushy tops of the grass 
Had a faint amber glow, a scattering of embers reflecting 
the sun's warmth 


Step by step the shadows deepened, spread 
And everything was night 


The nearest trees 
Were a coast of dense blackness against the deep blue 

of the sky 
The field a vague area not really visible 


White points of stars drifted through the night sky 


And then, after a while, the breeze picked up 
And brought the sweet scent of damp earth 

feel of chill grass 
And a hint of the cool night coming on 


I breathed it in, that beautiful and partially disturbing scent 
Standing in the wood side darkness hearing 


The stir, the whisper of the trees 
The being and strange activity of summer night 


It was earlier in the evening, I had walked 

The wooded slopes that border on the field 

It was the early part of sunset 

The light came through the leaves in sparks and flashes 
Struck down its dusty spotlights here and there 

Where filaments of bright floss floated in the rays 


I kept on walking, moving through the trees 
The light was blinking -- now, now, now — 
Through openings in the trees' green leaves, 
Leaf covering leaf blotting the straight sun 


And in the overhang of leaves there was 
A translucent green and yellow green, luminous, 
Suffused with yellow haloes and splotched 
With darker shoals, leaf shades and branch 
silhouettes and limb shadows 


A basilica of green light and yellow light 

All masoned with leaf tiles and cemented with bright 
sunlight 

But every now and then a spoke of light sparked in through 
all of it — 

A flare, and then green twilight massed again 


And then once more -- to catch the eye just so — 
I'm blind a moment, the world gone in a flash 


And then it all returns 


So I continued through the regions of green light 


VI 


Axle-tree and yew tree 

Tree of birth and death 

Tree of turning nights and days 
Tree of final night or final day 


Tree of sunshine 
And green shadow 
Tree of shadow 
And black shade 


Supporting branches 
And entangling vines 
Inverted crotch of birth 
Turned to the sky 


Leaves that catch the sun 

And funnel it to earth 

The tributaries of the light 
Drawn like rain into the ground 


From the center of the sun and the flash-bulb 
After-image which the sun is 
And the countless geometries clamorous with light 
Space takes root it is 
A thousand branches 

burning 


in inextinguishable fires 


The light is flakes of incandescence flames 
Which are the leaves 


See 
they fall in the flare of mirror shards 
Or in the glittering activity of waves 
In the light and space unlimited of the afternoon 


They fall without end 
This burning 


burning 
burning 
has no end 


Earth streams in the sunny February thaw 
It steams in the cold of early March 
Just starting to awaken 
to smolder with spring heat 


The waterfall steams 
a continuous nimbus 


Of water and vapor and light 


Ice steams in the sun 
and becomes water 


Earth steams in the sun 
and turns to mud 


And mud steams 
and is both earth and water 


So that 


Earth and water become fire in the air of spring 


Vil 


Now the season's fall, not summer and not spring 
October's sun was gold upon the wooden floor 


We lay together there, just waking from 
Our unexpected sleep to find the day -- 


The choruses of light came to me as I slept 
Singing chanting whispering 


radiating light and cold 
And warmth came into me 
And there were voices in my ear 


The sound of this light 
Woke me to a deeper depth of calm 


A clarity like sleep suffused with knowledge 
Though still I slept 


And in my dream you came to me 


Now newly present you are this body of living warmth 
This perfect light one cannot see but only feel 


I feel it on my face, I know it in my mind 
It reaches to my heart, a light 


Not of the surface of the skin, but felt and known 
In those dimensions of luminous grace 


Which you possess within and so create around you, 
Like a sheer white curtain which dilates in warm breeze 


All light is present in those realms of coloration 
That your skin possesses when I study it 


A light which is your body's warmth 
And seems to draw my eye at last, to lead it on 


To lead it deeper in, as one suggestion 
Of glimpsed presence disappears, disperses 


Denies itself behind emerging depths of warmth 
Of opal and of rose and luminous tan 


I would go deeper still, but Iam always stopped 
The ritual always dissipates at last 


For if this seeing is desire, desire 
Is a tide which too must ebb, recede 


Into the unlit depths and waters of the unlit world 
My eye awoke to just the blank white sheet 


Its mountainous crumples, wrinkles, creases 
Rough against my cheek, just barely warm on your side 


And with the faded perfume of your body 


But you were gone 


Vill 


I lay beside you listening as you slept 
My body, my entire being but an ear 


I listened where the sea rushed 
In its choruses of waves 


Its million voices hurrying, going nowhere 
In that silence my ear a smaller shell 


Placed to that breathing and reverberant wall -- 
How could it take in all, where time 


Itself flowed in the currents 
Of your blood, incarnate time 


My ear itself a shell, auricular 
Eddy whorl of time 


Against the slight shell of your body 
Which is itself an echo of some other time 


I listened to the echoing of worlds 
The hollow rushing sound within the night's dark 
space 


It was like distant water moving or the small voice 
Of the sea, which is not really there 


The sound grown faint and nearly lost, so far away 
Recessed so deep within, distant 


And yet gradually more clear 
What was it that I heard or did not hear 


But felt at first, only in my mind? 
A stirring in the darkness 


Of approaching sleep, moving gradually 
In tension newly animate, excitement now 


awakening 


And gathering in the body -- desire 
It was desire for your beauty, for your soul, for you 


And so through this erotic door I entered 
By the rose lips of the shell 


And the sources opened and I moved through them 


Ix 


I woke in darkness in an airless space 
In which I couldn't stand, nor sit upright 
Nor turn onto my side, nor move at all 


Some weight had pinned me like a moth to board 
But covered in deep earth, entangled roots 
Enwrapped and gripped my legs and held them dead 


There was a hand upon my face that smothered me 
As with an ether cloth you can't push off 
Forcing nauseating giddiness and dreams 


On you, and in the dream I had I shouted -- 
Loud, but could not shout myself awake 
For I was trapped, immovable weight of earth 


Upon my chest, on my face, pressing down 
At length I ceased, and then the dream ceased too 
And I awoke, but to that same dark place 


But after some vague length of time, when I 
Had given up all efforts to get free, 
All thought or movement, all desire or will 


The bottom of that airless closet space 
Turned into rotted wood and crumbling dirt 
And broke up under me like thawing ice 


And I fell through into what seemed a well 
Or like an endless elevator shaft, 
Though narrow, and then narrowing some more 


Until the walls closed in and scraped my sides -- 
My arms, my face and legs, my back -- 
There wasn't anything I could protect 


But all was scraped and burned; it felt as though 
A thousand wire brushes scoured me, 
And then a thousand tingling points of fire 


I tried to shout once more or swear out loud 
Against whatever dragged me back this way, 
For now I knew that I was being dragged 


Or hauled backward or sucked in through a tube 
And yet I still was falling fast, so fast -- 
A backward plunge although no longer down -- 


Directionless -- which gradually became 
A sort of turning, drifting, near stasis 
Suspended in an area of cold -- 


A sudden blankness, freezing, ultraviolet 
In which I tumbled like an astronaut 
Slowly -- weightless, calm -- and then I saw: 


My skin had been abraded, my flesh ripped off 
Was drizzling away in gouts and clots 
Of blood and crimson streams and particles 


I watched it gradually disintegrate 
Just as a drop of ink in water breaks 
Apart then spreads, dispersing in small dots 


And smears and faintest veils and then is gone, 
So did my flesh break up, my blood dissolve 
In veils fainter and then fainter still 


Until the final veil of the flesh 
At length was rendered totally transparent -- 
Burning, non-existent, and I stepped through 


How can I begin to tell what this was like? 
Neither of body nor of mind, neither 
An innate impetus and power which 


I'd held within the body I had had 
Now moved diminished in its warmth and scope, 
No longer implicated in external space 


No longer moving in the realm of time 
Yet clarified by virtue of simplicity 
And made in this obscurely more intense 


Then everything began to move at once 
No longer soil, clods of dirt or stones 
But thick mud, black as coffee grounds and cold 


It was the medium through which I moved 
I was a swimmer in an unlit sea 
Which gradually became a viscous oil 


The color of black ink, but like molasses 
It poured gradually, though I could feel 
It building up a current as it went 


It flowed with a stronger pull, but faster 
Drawing me in a graduated arc 
Around and around more and faster still 


The dense blackness thinned out by degrees 
An inexplicable and seeping warmth -- 
That came from nowhere like a sudden flush 


Then seemed to permeate and break it up 
Like turpentine dissolving oil paint 
Until it was just water, starred water 


With dark elements floating here and there 
Like curdles in bad milk or bits of wood 
Or rafts of seaweed in the midnight sea 


The current bore me in a faster arc 
Which steadily increased, and I was like 
A cork afloat upon strange water now 


Full of green lights, cat's eye phosphorescence 
Now changing, transforming to a deep violet 
Like dawn coming slowly to the sky 


A green translucent theatre of light 
Arched like a dome of green ice over me 
And in the center straight up over me 


A small grey sun shone smaller than the moon 
Smaller than a dime, an ashen grey 
And smudged with black, like a burnt out light bulb 


I scooped a handful of the water up 
It too was green, no longer streaming red 
But crystalline transparent green shot through 


With points of fire and flecks of colored light 
Like the spirituous light inside a diamond 
Or the prisms in the iris of the eye 


I noticed that a few drops in my hand 
Held bright yellow flecks like pollen grains 
But when I looked into that remote world 


Framed by the giant basin of my palm 
I saw a million protozoan forms, 
Animals of delicate translucent shape 


White, intricate and gauzy, like figures 
Cut in fine glass, luminous, unclouded 
And with a strange light source behind their skin 


They drifted in their own realm, I in mine 
I watched through panes of lucid water 
As through the lenses of a microscope 


And when I looked more closely I could see 
The protozoan forms I had observed 
Were really parts of bodies, fetus-size 


White arms and legs -- tiny -- filled with light 
And every now and then a whole fetus, 
The living phosphorescence of the sea 


A kind of glowing plankton all around, 
The water filled with sparks and flakes of light 
Like radium-glowing dials, numbers 


So many lights obscured those greenish depths 
I gazed into the levels of darkness 
Lit by a yellow light from deep within 


I found myself in a dark place which yet was not my grave 
And I was asked, 


Of all you might desire, what do you desire most, what do 
you desire now? 


And I, though changed in the sublime non-being of the 
dead remembered everything I might have had 


Of all things women's beauty was most beautiful, the form 
of woman and their loveliness 


Her face, her hair and her lingering perfume, her grace of 
movement like a curtain swaying in warm breeze 


Her presence felt as one feels some incomparable joy 


Bring me the beauty of those women whom I loved, I said, 
and of those I wanted and of those I only saw 


There was not anything that I could want more than that 
shapely loveliness and light made palpable in them 
and which I felt within me in their presence 


And when they came they were not many different women 
and yet they were not one 


A living presence filled the confines of the room: a 
single voice yet multiple which altered 
consciousness, became my thought now splintered 
in a million points infinitely divisible, a thousand 
mirrors cracked to show as many faces, which yet 
were all one face 


Gradually this went away 


Then I was asked, Of all you might desire, what do you 
desire secondly? 


And I, haltingly as though puzzling out a language I could 
barely read, remembered everything I once had 
known 


Of all things artistry was most my love, most lastingly the 
force and the significance of life 


Bring me the essence of all art, I said, bring me the genius 
of apt grace, the animate intelligence of eye and 
hand, of ear and eye, of body and of mind 


But such a wish was vain and futile as I found when no one 
answered me and nothing came from my request but 
silence 


And gradually this went away 


And I was asked, Of all you might desire, what do you 
desire finally? 


And I, having by now lost interest in all else, imagined 
some pure origin of beauty. All beauty whether of 
body or of mind must have its source in light, its 
warrant and its final end 


Bring me the light itself, I said, not what it shows or 
bright things that reflect and not light's origin, but 
light itself 


I imagine a realm where there is only light 


Xi 


The choruses of light drew near to me 
I heard them whispering, a sound 
Like paper burning, the intensity 


Was such I kept my face turned to the ground 
And could not look into that circling of fire 
But felt impaired, and limited, and bound 


And as I listened to the burning choir 
The outer husk of consciousness was burned 
Entirely away like paper in a fire 


Freed of such constraint it was returned 
To that originality one might surmise 
As prior to all thinking, thought unlearned 


Pure mind emancipated from the ties 
Of trivial concepts and of trivial men, 
So that my open eyes were opened eyes 


I find it hard to say what I knew then 
And far above my head a glaring aura 
Shifted, in the midst of this a sun 


Glowed tiny, clear -- at least I thought I saw 
A distant watery dazzle of sunlight 
Glittering like wet ice in a bright thaw 


And then the liquid glimmer turned to white, 
Divided into petals made of snow, 
A flower formed of snow and which despite 


Its petals falling just as snowflakes do 
Continually regained what it had lost, 
Its petals always falling, yet still new 


I tried then to discern what I still most 
Desired to see -- light's body, light's essence 
Which still I wanted at whatever cost 


For what, I thought, was light itself but sense 
Epitomized? And sense could not exist 
But in some form which gave it some substance 


Yet light as such could only be expressed 
As light, which being perfect sense itself 
Could only in as perfect form be dressed 


Therefore light's body is light's very self, 
Its essence and its soul, under the specie 
Of appearance and on the truth's behalf 


A grace, and yet clear objectivity, these 
Indicate, and yet cannot define, 
The lucid mystery by which one sees 


O image of all beauty and insight 
Model of understanding and delight 
What could be clearer than your clarity, Light? 


And so why was it that I saw no sign 
Of what I'd hoped to see? The white rose too 
Was gone and there was nothing to be seen 


XI 


Then in my dream I lay flat on my back 
The song a flickering and distant light 
Grew to an opening apprehension 


A sun at the dark root of my brain that rose 
Into a dawning consciousness of light 
The dark behind my eyes dispersed in light 


And I awoke to greater consciousness 
More than what any dawn brought when I lay 
In white sheets, in the chrysalis of flesh 


For in the region of the dead I saw 
With greater clarity, with an eye untouched 
By love, desire, not even touched by fear 


But equanimity and clairvoyance 
These were my part, such as befits a shade 
I lay there and a voice was in my ear 


The forms around me which before had been 
Empty, opaque, and resonant darkness 
Present, and yet totally spectral 


Now radiated light from deep inside 
Like coals that hold a glowing heat 
Beneath a thin grey powdery ash film 


Out of the light they seemed to veil or guard 
And which I knew was just the outer haze 
Of some deeper and less tolerable source 


A voice came which I recognized as song 
Translated to a different mode, not words 
Exactly, but music so expressive 


Of deeply buried feeling that it seemed 
Articulate of thought and grew into 
A clarity more clear than any word 


Which nonetheless I understood as words 
Spoken from recesses of that light 
And imparting its obscure significance 


I heard the influence of cold and light 
The confluence of voices gathering 
Alchemical vibrations to a pool 


Of energy which flowed around my form 
Embowered in the shell of comprehending peace, 
Oblivious to darkness and irrelevance 


I felt and knew the nature of the real, 
Of light, and time, of movement and of space, 
Of action and activity and death 


I heard, ‘The moment of the world is energy 
Exfoliating throughout light and space 
And time, all multiplying in new worlds 


Of light and space and time, of substance, force 
And movement, of mind and images — 
A match flare in the darkness scatters worlds, 


As possibilities diverge from fact, 
Divide and ramify like forking paths 
In realms of night still left unvisited 


By thought, though present enigmatically 
In every atom of the stirring dark 
And sensed obscurely, with obscure disquiet 


From time to time -- the world is many worlds, 
Is many voices in the eddy-whorl 
Of self and time which is your hearing mind 


And are they really there? Why do you ask? 
What does it seem to be? The day is really there, 
Powerful with the movement of light's forms 


There's no enigma greater than the fact 
Of that bright sea, a calm and visible power, 
Its infinite potential realized 


Instant by instant and point by point 
And yet still held eternally in reserve, 
Touching all things and yet itself untouched 


If light, which is the simplest of all things, 
Original of things, most candid thing, 
Takes many forms and some of them obscure 


Or baffling like Rothko's floating planes 
Why should not later apparitions be 
More complex and still less accessible 


Though less mysterious than this one first thing? 
The world is many worlds, some possess light 
And some have darkened to invisibility 


Reality is planes like planes of light 
And shadow, moving planes which intersect, 
Adjoin, face off, through points of space and time 


Dimensions interpenetrate like folds 
Which form the petals of a rose 
Vibrations implicated like the plies 


Inside a rose -- discontinuous, attuned, 
Touching at times and not at other times, 
Related yet not perfectly aligned 


Always ajar somehow, somewhat, with gaps 
When meaning seems to fall awry, 
Pattern dispersing into random points -- 


Like fireflies, their fluid constellations 
Never seen with certainty, revealed 
And dissolved at once against the dark 


The quiet summer night, which covers up 
Each trace, though somehow it had sponsored it 
And brought it forth, however passively, 


The endless depthless background always there 
Which their brief lights occur against -- 
Night, created, uncreated, creating 


And uncreating space -- the fireflies 
Which lead the eye to find progressive depths 
Of night, dimensions unfolding in the field 


In vagrant regions, haunted geometries, 
Yet all dissolve no sooner than they're seen 
Into the darkness which we see them by 


The rationale of sight creates its own 
Dark worlds of light, the visible 
A medium like water, or like paint 


Or night itself, before the searching eye, 
The energy of seeing meeting thus 
The energy of nature — color, forms, 


And breaking waves of near-geometry 
Which move, clash, coalesce, disintegrate 
And are the trace of energies, furies -- 


Of eye and brain, of body and of mind, 
Amid the nearly overwhelming fate 
Of life in contact inescapably 


With light, time, earth, air, and weather -- all circumstance 
In this way seeing is a power, a force, 
As much as any other in the world 


Since it becomes a door, of many doors, 
Through which one passes, moving from one plane 
Of the enigma to another plane 


And likewise hearing is a power as well 
The tale of time is whispered in your ear 
You move, dance, to that melody, though all 


You hear is noise, the stupefying clangor 
Deafens you -- obnoxious business of the world, 
To deaden and impair and finally kill 


And yet the world is poured in at your ear, 
You are the whirlpool where it spins resolved 
Into the quiet medium of thought 


In this way, gently, you control the world, 
By listening the opening to mind 
To sense its actual vibration there 


And not the spurious disphoric hum 
And static but its underlying breath 
And pause time's unacknowledged character 


By listening you know your own breathing 
And feel the movement of your thought 
You plumb the well that is each word, the echoes 


Of the word within the listening mind 
Stirring the memory of other words 
And fragments of your superseded lives 


By vestiges like doors onto the past 
Through which a long-dormant reality 
Floods into you, a breeze that rises from 


The sunlit and abandoned rock garden 
Now glittering with inescapably clear 
Significance which now becomes a part 


Of you, yet only by allowing it 
Crediting its impulse to be actual 


To listen thus is opening the real 
To life and thought and thought likewise to it, 
The real a fragrance in the air of time 


And like a scent that alters consciousness 
Until that is a flower itself, although 
Your head is just a hollow dried seed pod 


Yet it becomes a flower, and your life 
Unfolds its green leaves, lives in unfolding 
Until at length it dries and blows away 


Yet even so perhaps it still persists 
In realms of memory, the memory 
Of those still left or of society itself 


And therefore listening must open to 
What is not real, to the virtual 
Whose impulse to be real you must intuit 


And you yourself are half illusion -- air, 
Your life is lighter than the blown milkweed 
It floats, catches the light like intricate dust, 


Less stable than the dust itself, no more than air 
And yet for you it's all completely real 
And heavier than lead — dead, dense and dull 


What can release you from these boundaries? 
Listening is all, the most moral sense, 
And music the consummation of listening 


Music of all things is the most like life 
True music is its emanated breath 
Everything real, compelling your respect 


As something genuine in human life 
Creates its own time in that measured world 
Genuine music is the form of life 


Where mind and body unify and breath 
Itself involving the remotest cells 
Groups feeling into periodic grace, 


Which gathering the energy of words 
Without the words articulates felt thought 
And sounds the silent image of the mind, 


Creates a vibrant and illusory presence 
Whose rhythm shapes a virtual body, 
Which is likewise a pure apparent mind 


Created in the world of time, presence 
Called forth entirely from sound, a soul 
Of some kind, an illusory Subject -- 


Luminous with number, measured energy, 
Rational power and calculated breath, 
Living its consummation, never dead, 


Completed yet not ended, always new 
However many times returning to 
Its source and motivating origin, 


Neither of body nor of mind, yet both 
Conceive it and together bring it forth, 
And as it comes it draws them in its wake 


Into a darker confluence of being, 
As mind and body interpenetrate 
Life then is water closing itself up 


Divisions you had felt, all vexed duality, 
A ripple or a transitory script 
Traced upon water too substantially one 


Seek for your life to have analogous 
Poise, a discipline like that, and strength, 
An independence from all alien 


Disturbances, as music can't be touched 
By any noise however loud it be, 
No more than moonlight by loud neon signs 


They are two different realms Attune yourself 
To one and put the other one aside 
You have to choose one, so choose listening 


Music resolving all duality 
Is thus the highest mode of listening, 
A way of being in the world and time 


This is the purpose of true knowledge, to guide, 
To know beyond dissension or contempt, 
Holding the world just lightly, though deeply 


The world is elusive and ungraspable like water 
The task is to be balanced, buoyant, you 
Must give yourself up to it, yet reserve 


An inner point of calm, like a match flame 
You keep within yourself, body and mind, 
As waves and eddies wash around your form 


Yet you're accustomed to the medium, 
Its sovereign ever-present gentlest strength 
Of current and the consequence of this 


Yet there, suspended and of course alone, 
You have to drift half intentionally toward grace 
And gather strength from what flows all around 


You there: you will have balance then 
And certainty of self-integrity, 
Which is a style of managing process 


And unforeseen events; for though you have 
The passages of sense and intellect 
And that deep complex sense, your life itself, 


You move by steps in darkness, routes of night 
And currents of mysterious import 
Which intricately weight your concrete life, 


Your body and mind -- sensuous and perplexing powers -- 
Forcing and upsetting balances, so that 
Your life must constantly restore itself 


Therefore treat all things with respect and tact 
Listening is crucial, feeling through every sense, 
For every sense must listen and then see 


We bring the risen powers of the mind 
The risen senses of the body's life 
That now are like seeds planted in its soil 


These growing, branching out in all sciences 
Are realizing consciousness throughout 
All realms of being, searching out the sun 


A manifold yet single knowledge-tree 
Seeking with its swaying head and crown 
To catch that very close yet distant light 


All doors will lead one to reality, 
For everything's a door -- you are yourself, 
Every part and faculty a door 


The only question then is, will you step 
Across the minor threshold of yourself, 
Opening magic casements, dark windows 


That when they're dark give only your own face 
Back to your gaze? So open them toward night 
To touch the dark and partially unknown 


Realities not part of self-concern, 
Opening self-hood toward the actual 
As breathing opens to the world and balances 


Inward involvement with accepting space, 
Purpose and secrecy and growth with mere 
Duration, placing its music there 


You open the back porch window -- the night air 
Spills in with its cool dampness, with the scent 
Of elderberry and the mid-June grass 


For that one instant night is just perfume 
Diffused in darkness, while the stars drift off 
Sparkling coldly through the maple's leaves 


And at that moment you can't quite recall 
Which is the inside of the window -- night 
Has taken hold, as inside moves out toward 


The dark realm which at any rate has flowed 
In through the screen you press your nose against, 
Its cold metallic veil against your lips 


Deadens things a moment, though the stars 
Still drift, the cool breeze still stirs through the 
leaves, 
Dark and shimmering in the random gusts 


Xi 


Then just outside the window, the dark tree 
(What kind is it?) was shaking all its leaves 


And I awoke and found that night had come 
Thinking, I lay beside you in the bed. You slept, 


And in the moonlight the tree's black shape 
Was fluttering and shaking on the floor, 


And like a madwoman tossing her wild hair 
And thrashing in an epileptic fit 


It writhed and twisted in the darkness there 
Yet never could escape from its night-world 


Of twining serpents -- torn like an oracle, 
Tormented and ecstatic, intoxicated 


With moonlight, its shadows interweaving 
Like writhing water snakes, black water, 


Sinuously turning in their morris near 
The surface of the glimmering night pool -- 


A depthless, substanceless, a moonlit world 
Rising upon us as we fall toward sleep, 


So that you seemed an image of deep peace, 
Of a dark and concrete breathing mystery -- 


Your body's life -- here tempered by completeness 
To a human dignity, the effortless 


Completion of the body by incarnate mind, 
Hidden in its silence, yet of which each breath 


Is but the physical echoing and musical 
Expression, though never a fulfillment -- 


Mind realized in body, body in mind, 
Awaiting the fulfillment of the day. 


The shadows of the trees outside are ink 
Against the deep blue of the sky, and on 


The moonlit floor the shadows of the trees 
Are ink spilled out, the moonlight like a dew. 


And cool night air has dampened the window 
Left partly open to the chilly night. 


Night air flows in, and yet we cannot mind 
Since we're at home in it. The floor is cold, 


The night moves slowly and the stars drift round 
Like points of light along our walls. 


And time is something totally benign. 
How beautiful time is! This is the time. 


How -- with what startling clarity -- you are at peace 
Beside me here, your very life apparent, 


Stunningly disclosed even while 
You lie here breathing quietly. 


And even now I have the feeling that 
We've never been so subtly attuned -- 


I to you and you likewise to me. Although 
You neither look nor see, you seem 


Yet to be subliminally aware, 
And in a sense to be deeply listening, 


As though with your whole being. 
A cool and early autumn scent 


Has come into the room, 
An essence in the clear night air. 


You know all this, feel all in every breath, 
In this your hour of sleep here at my side, 


A sweet scent like a grove, a token of the time 
We have together here, we two enclosed within 


The space of our two solitudes now one, 
Here in the fragile pause of time, this hour. 


How all things seem to tend toward us 
As we lie here in mutual and balanced peace, 


You sleeping there, and I awake, and you 
More enigmatically awake than I, 


I watching through the window the dark sky, 
The precise and many stars, the night's slowness, 


While you attend to other patterns 
Hidden in the movement of your inner night 


Where cosmos upon cosmos balances, 
The hidden stars and sun and moon your own. 


My hand upon your hip is my contact 
With powers partially disclosed in sleep 


And partially disclosed to waking thought, 
So that the two of us participate 


In this completion and renewal of 
The music of our life continually renewed -- 


I by active thinking, passively, 
And you, though passive and asleep, active. 


The sky alters to green and violet gradually, 
My shadow on the white sheet, very faint at first, 


Darkens to a definite grey silhouette 
Against the plain white cotton tinted now 


By twilight to a pallid lavender, 
Yet still the shadow is just a faint aura. 


At dawn the stars fall one by one, as leaves 
Fall from a tree, as slowly, point by point, 


The last faint embers in the cooling grate 
Go out and leave white ashes and a few charred 
sticks. 


XIV 


I looked and saw the day had come, the earth 

Lay open to the light, the hillside grass 

Was dark green in the early morning sun, 

The air was cool and damp from late-night rain 

And treetops dipped and wavered in the breeze. 

The shadow of each fence post round the yard 

Was black and more than double the post's length, 

Wet grass flashed and sparkled in the light 

And orange sunlight glittered from between dark 
leaves. 


On the hill the grass was still wet from the rain, 
Catching sun-flashes in the roadside ditch; 

The chicory and clover and brown thistles 

Held bright water drops that fell or spattered off 
When the leaves were shaken in the gusting breeze. 


The puddles in the veins of sandy mud 
Reflected the light purple of the sky 

At sunrise -- blue bars of clouds spread high 
In early morning wind and cold and lit 

At their high altitude with bright pink light. 


I slipped out from the bed, took my clothes 
From the chair and then went downstairs. 


The downstairs room was full of morning light, 
Sunrise streaming through the window’s glass, 
A beautiful unearthly light -- pink-orange, 
Unlimited and filling the whole room. 

The polish of the table, the oak floor -- 

All caught sharp bits of light. 


I turned away and walked out toward the back 
And stepped out on the porch -- the wooden steps 
Were slippery with icy dew. And though 

The backyard faces west and so couldn’t 

Catch all the sun as yet, the day was there. 

The morning light was rising like a mist 

Out of the garden’s not yet frozen soil, 

The frost a prism web along the grass, 

And near the field, past the wire fence 

A ground fog lingered like an icy smoke. 


Light gathered and condensed, became a mist 
Upon the green of saplings and grape vines 

That tangled in crazed knots, on tall brush grass 
Illuminated in the slanted light 

And on tall burdock, full of black shadows 

In the red-orange glare, and the browned milkweed. 


Now things stood out with clarity: green leaves 

And amber plumes of goldenrod, and creeper vines, 
The light an active presence, changing dusk to dawn, 
And through the leaves still shining with wet 

The sun fell on the tree crowns and high boughs 
Brightening an area -- a rippling 

Of daylight and reflected shine on leaves. 

And all the while the wind had blown steadily, 
Clattering the leaves that swayed and tossed 

And agitating the treetops now lightly grey. 


The sun they catch is brighter now, straight on, 
Is getting higher and the light 

Is metal filaments among the leaves, 

Bright webs like spider silk 

Among the brightening and moving boughs. 


Yet even as the day comes one can feel 

The pure sufficient power of this moment now 
Just as light touches every ice crystal 

Or white grass blade or curled leaf 

Beaded with the melted frost, 

Before the presence of the noon, albeit 
Autumn's noon warm with gold light, mild air 
That has a scent like warm champagne 

From half fermented apples on the ground, 
The still charged air in autumn light 

With wasps hovering through the afternoon, 
Before all this -- the feeling of a pause, 

Of forces poised; how clearly one can sense this. 


I break a sprig of dark green basil leaf 

Now a cigar-like brown or khaki green 
Curled and tea-splotched with frost, so crisp 
It dryly flakes away in dust and bits. 

I roll it in my hand till nothing's left 

Except the spine and a sweet basil scent 

That lingers on my hand like old perfume, 
A token of the life of summer 

Left here like a memory and seed, 

The garden's old sachet and potpourri -- 
Tomato leaf and withered pepper plant 

And crumpled basil, and the dry dark mint, 
The stiff and dried-out leaves, vines like straw, 
Soft rattling seed pods, pinto-splotched, 
Tapping the wood stake, the dried, yellowed, 
Scrolled-up leaves the color of old parchment, 


No longer broad and green to catch the sun 
Or sticking to my shirt back as I crouched 
At work beneath their shadow canopy. 


And yet this present moment is not less 
Than any summer's day. I live in time 

And must incorporate this memory, 
Balance it, complete it, live it out, 

As summer likewise gathered up the spring 
And brought it to completion, realized 
And superseded in its hot still days. 


So every moment of our life in time 

Must have its origin in memory. 

Each atom of the light and air right now 

Is like a seed adrift which must take root 

So that it might bring forth evolving worlds. 


I walk back through the side yard littered 

With fallen plums that lie in the wet grass 

And nearly slip on one I squash beneath 

My shoe, and lose my balance in its muck 

That smears beneath me, treacherous as grease. 
The sweet ferment of rotting fills the air 

As I pass through the circle of windfalls. 

The icy dew has melted on the back porch steps 
And left small puddles and bright water beads. 
The light is clearer in the kitchen where the sun 
Shines on the clock above the stove -- it's eight. 


The house no longer shifts or settles, 

Nor does the stair I climb give any creak 

Or crack beneath my step, but everything 

Is clear, confirmed, solid in morning light. 

The blond oak floor gleams back the morning sun 


And the white wainscot is the equivalent of light, 
Clean and sober paint shining. The old door 
Opens softly as I step back in and see 

That you're awake yourself and getting up. 

The curtains are still drawn, though the shade 
Breathes outward with fresh gusts of air, the sun 
Is like bright glass shards on the window frame, 
The floor's no longer damp with night-time damp, 
Although the window sill is wet: I close 

The window against the draft then open up 

The curtains and the day comes fully in. 


XV 


Three things combine to balance us in the movement of our 
life: the stillness and activity of mind, its utopia 
of calm and luminous motion. 

For light at length is born within the mind and makes its 
own realm there, its own life and activity, as the 
Word created space from less than space. 

Then, secondly, the beauty of the time and place when light 
on anything creates the world anew and leads one 
by the beauty of such light beyond language. 

The third thing is our body and the earth itself, the 
touchstone of all sanity, the place of life and theatre 
of education played out for one glimpse, one 
recognition, of the real. 

It asks of you one question: Will you know the real once, at 


least, in your brief lifetime? 


For the world is always other than it seems. 


Then think of only highest things. 

For the ages of illusion end; the time of all such things 
must end. 

And the ages of hatred end as well. The time of all such 


things must pass away. 


I imagine a time when there will be just light. 


To hold to neither life nor death, neither; 

To be confined to neither concrete nor to virtual, 

But to participate in their intensity 

And be the moving center of their transformations, 

In balance, buoyancy in the process of the living world 


Which always, finally, is light. 


For the light is either born here or, imprisoned, reigns 


here in freedom. 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well-known 
restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea House, famous as 
having been a meeting place for dissident intellectuals in 
the years of political struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather extensive 
work, we had occasion to discuss aspects of his past and 
current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. Where do 
you locate yourself in the overall debate concerning poetic 
form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me is to 
grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an experience, a 
scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. Any language that 
seems to convey the reality of that is good, any which 
remains merely language, merely words, is for me of no 
interest, in some cases it is actively negative, in the sense of 
being obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than that. Much 
of our language obscures the nature of reality. Words in 
themselves are, in a sense, the enemy of writing. I tell 
students that all the time. Words most often merely convey 


the usual accepted social understanding. Writing is for the 
purpose of grasping reality itself, which is always 
something other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to correct 
these false social understandings. At times its purpose is to 
merely reveal with a new freshness, a perceptual freshness, 
as it were. But even this itself has a certain basic political 
significance, in the sense that awakened human beings will 
act and think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually are 
caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder your 
writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is overbearing. 
(The US, that is.) There is, for example, a great deal of 
rather stifling political correctness, as it's called, and to get 
away from that is itself a positive thing. For a while I had 
no idea how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was absolutely 
terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, I really had no 
clue, I still don't, I suppose. And then it came about that 
you could just do it all by yourself, by means of the 
internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would seem. 
Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 pages, 


if you want to measure it like that. I don't know how much 
it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide variety 
of experiences. My first models for the artist were people 
such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists who could work in 
a very wide range of forms and even use widely different 
styles. Of course, I can't compare myself to people like that, 
but it was still a goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing work 
published, going through it, touching it up here and there, 
proofreading, and so forth. After that, I think I might return 
to some translating work -- Holderlin especially, and some 
Chinese poets, but don't ask me which ones. 


What were you trying to do in this poem in particular? 


It is clearly influenced by a range of Modernist and 
Romantic writers — Crane, Pound, Whitman, Duncan I 
suppose; Keats, Shelley, and Yeats. It is the second part of 
a three part poem called Triptych, which we are also 
publishing as a single volume. 
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